"We've got to get him back to his home as quickly
as possible, see? You've no right to watch over the
body."

Francois had painfully resumed his seat on the
sofa.

"Hand me the scissors . . . no, the long ones."
"If it had been me, what would you have said?
Remember how it all began."

"Would you be so very kind, Marthe, as to finish
off the bottom hem? I shall never be ready by to-
morrow morning. . . . Oh, this light!"

Silence fell, and Francois once more stretched out
his aching legs. He felt as though the muscles were
twitching, unceasingly, imperceptibly. But it was
pleasant to hear the prolonged swish of silk, the short,
shaip breathing of die two women, the abrupt snap-
ping of the scissors. . . . Fran?ois dozed, his whole
being amazingly at peace. He gave full play to his
imagination, though stubbornly resisting the tempta-
tion to try to make head or tail of the dialogue which
sounded to his ears like the in and out thrusts of a
needle.

"I want to go to my room and get a little order
into my thoughts."

"It would be truer to say that you don't want to
help me, Marthe."

"It would be well, I think, for you not to adopt
that tone, Raymonde. The dead need somebody to
watch by them."
*Claire can do that."

*I no longer know what ought to be done."
tfCty over him, Marthe: be the only one to have
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